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* INTERLUDE I 


SCENE I. 
Com is diſeouer don a Bank of Flowers, &c. 


* 


SYMPHONY. 


Recitative. 4 
E tuneful Spheres, your Mus 8 
Frick ceaſe, 
. * Nor Heav'n nor Earth can 
Wen give me Peace. 
PSYCHE, too vain, too curious Fair, 
Thou hold'ſt Love caught in ve 1 p's Snare. 
Enjoy thy Scorn, thy proud Diſdain, 


And ſhake in Sport the galling Chain; 


+ 4 4 
% 


While Cor ip welcomes Rage and Care, 
Miniſters of deep Deſpair, 
Paſt Joys muſt all forgotten lie, 
Here let the curſt Remembrance die. 


* 


n 
Hence, ye little, ſubtle Fires, 


Manton Thoughts, and gay Deſires ; 


Te frantick Pleaſures mixt with Pain, 
That make up Love's fantaſtick Train; 
From his Mind Love bids you fly, . 
For Love himſelf now ſeeks to die. = 
Da Capo. 


But hark, methinks I hear the Sound 
Oft Feet approaching near this Ground! 


MyRT1iLLo enters with a Paper 0 
| Verſes, and ſings. © 


A FR. 
I. 


Myr. The Charms of FLORIMEL, 
No Force of Time or Art © 
Shall ſever from my Heart, 
But ever to the World Tl tell 
The Charms of beauteous FLORIMEL. 


III. 


Each Rock, and ſunny Hill, 
The flow'ry Meads and Groves, 
Shall ſay, MyRTILLo foves; 
And Eccho ſhall be taught to tell 
_ The Charms of beauteous FLORIMEL. 
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71 
Wen i . 
 Eath Tree within the Vals, 
A That on its Bark doth wear 
| The Triumphe of my Fair, 
To future Times in Verſe ſhall tell 
_ The Charms of beauteous FLo RIMEL, 
| * ir den 


IV. 


Each Brook,” and purling Rill _ 
| Shall on it's bubbling Stream + 
Convey the Virgin's Name; 
And, as it rolls, in Murmurs tell 
The Charms of beauteous FLORIMEL. 


V. a 


The Sylvan Gods that dwell .. 
Amidſt this ſacred Grove,, _ 
Shall wonder at my Love; © 

Whilſt every Sound conſpires to tell 

The Charms of beauteous FLORLIMEL. 
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| Fo 1 
Here hang my Verſe, upon this Tree, * | 
4 ¶ He faſtens the Paper to à Tree. r 
A Gift, my FLORIMEIL, to Thee —— ' 
MyRTILLo fly, the fleeting Hour 
Summons. to thy true Love's Bower; 
There, in the Shade of mingling Boughs, 
To pay the Tribute of thy Vows. 
3 107, 319177 $51 een 
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Cup Too happy Wretch! to ſee Thee Foun 
= . Strikes Daggers thro' my envious Breaſt : 
by Joy, like Poiſon, chills my Blood, 
My envious Soul abhors all Good; 
Can Cuy 1D, rack d with high Dildain, 
Smile upon the happy. Swain? 1 
Cilurſt be thy Faith, thy Love, ty Joy! 
| And all Mankind be curſt as I! 
— 
AIR. 3 
Cord here his Reigu } Dregdes * 
Live does now no longer pleaſe : 
* alone can Lot his Moes, 


Hale alone can giue him eaſe, 
AI AO 1 2 N No. Capo. 


Thus, to confound this happy Pair, 
With Jealouſy as light as Air. 
Let the Name of FLokimeL - . © 

Be A to that of AMAR IL. 

0 Frrikes the SPE With OE Dart. 


Bur 8 abs N 
3 Enter Frontiers. 
3 * What beauteous N is this, in Dreſs 
like to ſome 8 ephardeſs'? 2 
— Face ſo fair ! ſo ſine a Mien! F 
ot unworthy Beauty's. Queen 
Sighing-ſhe — nn — Crook, & 
With charming, tho” diſorder'd, Looks - 
See, from her Eye, as Cryſtal clear, 
| Down on her Cheek there drops a 3 
* Might 


—— 


er. 
Might make Revenge, tho? juſt, to nod, 
And break in Bits her Iron Rod. 


» AIX. 2 
Flor. O Love, regard à Virgin's Sigh, 
Give me Sleep, or let me die. i 
Tyrant Love, why guardeſt thou, 
Againſt ſo ſoft a Gueſt, my Brow ! 
8 | Da Capo. 
Since with her Song ſad PHiLoMEL 
Did the Night's Approach foretel, 
I haye not clos'd my reſtleſs Eye: 
And now the Lark aſcends the Sky, 
And hath his artleſs Notes begun, 
To bid Good-morrow to the Sun ; 
Here on this flow'ry Bank I'll try 
If gentle Sleep will cloſe my Eye. 


Cup. Soft Pity, ceaſe thy tender Prayer, 
Plead not for the gentle Pair, ; 
(Waves his Dart.) 
Hither guide thy hapleſs Feet, 
MyYRTILLO, here thy Ruin meet; "1 
Here from thy FLoRIMEL — while I 
My lov'd Revenge on others try. 


AIR. 
Soft Pity ne' er ſhall diſarm me, 0 
No tender Thunght my Boſom move: 
Only Revenge ſhall charm mee: 
Kevenge is all that's left of Love. 


[Exit Cur iv. 


+ (Ee. ? 
* 
Flor: {Seeing the Verſes) Fer el. 
What loveſick Shepherd has been here 2 
*Tis my MYRTILLo's Character —— 
Death to my Love | What do I ſee ? 
My Eyes muſt ſure be falſe to me! 
Ah no! too plainly here I ſee, 
MyRTILL o falſe to Loye and me. 


ww 


SW, 


Fond Heart, here bid all Love adieu, 
Thy fancied Wealth reſign : 
MyRTILLO 2s #0 longer true, 

His Love 10 lon ger thine. | 
Da Capo. 
| A re enters, | 


Myrt. My Life, my Love, my FLORIMEL, 
Tye ſearch'd the Secrets of the Vale; 
I've queſtion'd ev'ry Breath of Air, 
When laſt he kiſs'd my abſent Fair; 
1 The feather'd People of the Grove 
* Were ſilent, when I nam'd my Love: 
| Thy Shepherd fear'd, ſome Hlvan Power 
Had ſnatch'd the Goddeſs of the Bower. 
Flor. Oh! MyxTILLO! — 
Mrt. —— — Oh! my Fears! 
Oh! whence. chat Show” r of pearly. Tears! 
Why doſt thou turn away thine Eye? 
Tis thy MXR TILL O hs aber. Why 
MyRTILLo asks thee to r | 


ran his faithful Breaſt, and 12 thy Woes. 
e th) AIR. 


OT: 
A612 in ATR. 


0 beauteous Maid, no more refuſe 
To dry thoſe cryſtal Showers; 
More lovely far than Morning Dews 
That fall on id ning Flowers. hy 
Da Capo. 


Flor. Aube i me not 36 A0 I'd take 
To my Breaſt the ſubtle Snake; 
Leſs Deceit in them doth reign, 
Leſs Guile than in more ſubtle Men. 


AIR. 


Ceaſe, MrarilLo, ceaſe to woo me; 
Hence, and ſee my Face no more 
Faithleſs Mreteb, no more purſue me; 
Death zs near, where you adore. 


Da Capo. 


Myrt. What means my Loye? — - Thoſe 
Words ne'er fell 

From the ſweet Lips of FLOoR 1 MEL — 

Her Tongue was ever ſoft, and kind, 

Calm as . aths the Southern Wind 

It's Murmurs to the dimpled Waye, 

When Boreas ſleeps within his Cave, 


Flor.Such were the Soands that won me firſt; 
The Maid who once believes, is curſt 
I heard' within the holy Bower, 
The Vows you mide, the Oaths you ſwore: 


\ B Fool 
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Fool that I was, 1 thought them true, 
And crown'd thee with the Violet s conſtanr. 
* [Blue. 


AIR 


O Bower, 17 Bliſs, and Seat of Love, 
Witneſs to the Vows he made, 

Witneſs to the Wreaths he wove 
To crown my happy Head ! 

” more thoſe Qaths MyRTELLO ſwears, 
Or ſwears to me no more 

Thoſe Wreaths a happier Maiden wears, 
Which 1 fo lately wore. 


4 Da — 
Al R. 5 
M ſyrt. By all chaſte Thin go abo ve, 1 ear. 
By ev'ry golden Star, 


By Heav'n, and Ton, 
Love MYRTILL O's true. 
By thoſe ſilver Beams of Light, 
. hoſe Palenefs rules the Night 
No Time, or Art, 2 
Hall change MyRT1LL 0's Heart. 
Da Capo. 


Flor. Haſt thou ſo ſoon forgot the Song, 
To AM'RYLS Praiſe you votive bung? 
Oh!] there thou did'ſt a Paſſion tell, rx 
Too — be ayow'd for FLORI M BL.) 

Myrt. To Thee alone it does . 

-M other Theme adorns my Song! 


8 8 Flo. 
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]! 
Flor. There is thy Verſe-- Behold her Name: 


There read * Sorrow, and MyRTILLO's 
9 
AIR. 


Fy th, unkind M RTILLO, wy 
Fly to my Rival Arms, 
And gaze upon ber Charms; | 
On her believing Boſom die : 
The Vows once mine, * ver again, 


And teach her how to feel my Pain. 
Da Capo. 


[Exit FLORIMEL. 


Myrt. Oh ſtay ! thou faig Unkind: 
Some Spell in Magic Fetters binds 
Our erring Minds 
She flies, ſhe flies, 48 
Far from my longing Eyes, 
Which ſtill purſue 
The leſS'ning View. 
She's gone, gone, gone, for ever gone! 
And Life to come ſhall be a Sonn 


AIR. 


Blow Winds, and bear me to ſome Grove, . - 
Clad in Shades of baleful Tew.: 2 
There to . my 4 4 , 90 


2 
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Fill with thy 0 gloom loomy Train my „ 
The horrid Dwelling will deli ght thee, 


Had thou, an . Entrance find. 
Da * 
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INTERLUDE 
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4 80 0 comes s tripping in. 


Sar. H E Sun hath climb'd the burning 
'1Sreep, 

And By Height of Heay' 1 doth keep; 
He darts direct his ſwelt'ring Ray, 
And balances the equal Day. a 
PAN, who keeps the Shepherd's Fold, 
This Day a ſolemn Feaſt doth hold; 
He entertains ſome lovely Gueſt, 
And order'd'me prepare the Neaſt: 

As with Weary'd Step I trod, 
Seeking Dainties for the God. 
As I meafur'd, up and down, 
Verdant Lawns, and Fallows brown, 
Sunny Hills, and ruſſer Dales 
Op'ning Glades, N Vales,* ©: 
Steaming Lakes Rivers gre 13 e 
I Ipy-d where erf Nee og lay. „err 
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D Ann 


Deep in the Secrets of the & rove, 
Darkneſs, with gloomy & way, 
Expellid the gazing Day: . 
Noon did with mimic — wy 
The Face of Night aſſume. 
mne th Abode of Love NAT 
Da Capo. 
There upon the bluſhing Role, 
Did the lovely God repoſe. 
His radiant: Smile the God confels'd, 
Reclin'd upon his Psy car's Breaſt. 
His Quiver by his Side was laid, | 
When I a 12 with filent Bread. 


Soft this ſilver Dart I drew, 
And to the diſtant Hills, like Lightning few. 
AIX. 8 
| 71 
A cruel Nymph there roves © 
About theſe happy Groves. 


OV cod J, cou I, find ber“ 
This litth, ſubtle Dart 
Should pierce her ſtony Heart, 
And teach her to be kinder. 
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SCENE II. 
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[14 ] 
SCENE II. ELokriMEL's Bower. 
FUORIMEL 4s diſtover'd aſleep. 
MyKRTILLO enters. 


Myrt. Hail happy Bower! bleſt Grotto, hail, 
Thar hold'ſt my Fair, tho' cruel, FLogiMEL | 
See, Where on yonder Bank ſhe lies; 

Kind Sleep hath clos'd thoſe deip'rate Eyes. 
Her flowing Locks her Neck o'erſpread, 
Her lilly Arm ſupports her Head; | 
Her Face like chaſte D1a vn a's ſeems, 

When ſhe ſheds her ſilver Beams 

O'er the Fairies Midnight Courts; 

And guides their little, frolick Sports. 


AIR. 


/ Her Breath perfumes the Vale, 
Sweet ar the Morning yields; 
Sweet as th' Arabian Gale, © 
That. breathes from ſpicy Fields. 
tl Da Capo. 


Sweet be thy Sleep, thou lovely Maid! 
And ſoſt upon thy Eyelids laid! 
| n thee all around 
Nothing hurtful here be found 
No bad Spirit tread this Ground! 


het 4 do T i. as Mt *. 


Whether 
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Thus plac'd. 


Lu. ] 


Whether Fawn, or Satyr lewd, \ 
Or Evil Genius of the Wood! | cerned 
— But I'll withdraw a-while, for fear 


| My Voice ſhou'd Js her render Ear! 


ATR. 


0 entle Sleep, propitious prove,” N 
0 a faithful Swain be kind ; 
And fill, in pleaſing Dreams, her Mind 
res! R 1 1L L'o's conflant Love. 
Da Capo. 


(Exit Myr TL o, and re. enter the Satyr.) 


Sa. By the Sound amidſt the Trees,” 
Bor'n upon the whiſp'ring Breeze, 
Sure ſome Mortal muſt 12 near: 

And now a Voice did ſtrike mine Ear. 
What lovely Object fills my Sight 
At once with Awe, and with Delight! 
I pant, — I burn, — my Blood's on fire! — 
O Faireſt, form'd to raiſe Defire, _ © 
Thou, that giv'ſt, muſt heal, my Smart, — 
Here will I tr 4 my ſtolen Dart 

e cannot from me fly; 
But 1 Rn meet her waking Eye. 


2 


AIR. 


Awake, my Faireſt, my Delight : 4 
, Chear me with thy admiring View. 


Who 


1 


W bo firſt ſpall greet thy waking Sight, 
=_ Him alt t thou love, aud him purſue. 
=_ . 1691 201 Bil Nga. 

FLY 19909 
 MrrrTI1LLO enters: The Satyr ſtrikes 
| FLORIMEL with the Dart. She ſtarts 
from her Sleep, and Ku long 
. runs to him. 


* 


We. What Voice! rote 50 P AN; 
7 what's here? & 
Thy _ ſhall pay. foul Raviſher. — 


TRY 


LEONE) THT [The Satyr runs H. 
Flr . Eo. Or * 
Myrt. Mx TIL Lo hath no greater Joy. 

Why flow ſo faſt 1 ſudden Tears! 
_ My trembl ing Heart al chill'd with 
| en 

Thus Wak'd and tor'n from vleakes Reſt, 

| And Dreams of thee, that Ae my mon. 


bled Breaſt. „ 
Art. Caſt off 1 F. ears; "theſe faithful 
Arms 0 42 oa L 
Shall ſhield my Charmer from all Harms. 
AIX. 
M hile an my e EY 
«8 Fai ire doth reſt,... Wy 
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On gaudy Pintons round me p 
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0h! let MyRTILLo's Faith be proud! 
Let theſe ſad Sighs, 


And ſtreaming Eyes, 
IWitneſs that he ever loud 


| Da Capo. 


Myr. How cou'd you doubt MyrTiLLo's 
Truth ? 

Flor. Forgive my Fears, thou injur'd Youth: 

Myr. What Fury cou'd ſuch Hatred move? 

Flor. My RTILLo, 'twas Exceſs of Love. 

Myr. Cou'd Love with Hate thy Soul in- 
ſpire ? 

Flor. Twas jealous Love ſet all on fire. 


DUET. 


Myrt. Let theſe Arms again enfold thee, * 
Flor. Faithful Shepherd, do I hold thee? 
(Both.) Gloomy Cares, that filld my Mind, 
Hence — I give you to the Wind. 
Smiling Joys, and Pleaſures £9 
ay 


Da Capo. 


Cue1p enters, with the Satyr bound. A 
CHORUS of SHEPHERDS, Ge. 


' Cu up. Revenge, no more infeſt my Mind! 
Again the lovely Ps Ycne's kind! 
Ye Zeyphyrs, that attend the Fair, 


On ro iy has the 9 bear; 
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| And you, ye rougher Winds, diſperſe 


All my Rage, and all my Fears. 
Shepherds, e' er you tread this Ground, 

Purify your ſelves around; 

For this happy Grot is bleſt, 

By every Power Good and Chaſte. 


Pardon, thou miſtaken Maid, 
By Love himſelf thou'ſt been betray d: 


But relenting PSY cny's kind; 
And Loy to Truth's no longer blind. 
Lovely Maid, and faithful Vouth, 
Be happy in each other's Truth. 
__ [Covey Joining their Handi. 
AIX. 
Smiling Hvars ſhall attend ye, 
Joys in endleſs Circles move : 


CID always ſhall befriend ye, 
And ev'ry Moment fill with Love. 


Da Capo. 


From where bright Phebus mounts the Eaſt, 


To his Chambers in the Weſt, 
Be this Pair for ever fam'd, 
As long as Love and Truth are nam' d. 


DUET. 


Myrt. Join your Voices, Shepherds; join; 


Aud yoar Feet to Menſlifes move; 


N Flor 0 


19 ] 
Flor. ToCurip pay all Rites Divine 1 
7 o the mighty God of Love. | 


Da Capo in Chorus. 


Cup. Now Satyr, hear 

Sat. ———— Oh! fpare my Shame! 
Thou haſt o'ercome that Satyr's Flame; 
And now I burn with other Fires, 
Virtuous Thoughts, and pure Deſires. 

Fair Maiden, now bs FLORIMEL) 
I look upon thee, as on Heay'n ; 
And Aa ſue to be forgiven, 


Thar began Bleſſing not deny d; 


To be thy Slave ſhall be my Pride. 
With every Gteen, and every Flower, 
P11 deck thy interwoven Bower; 

And place them with ſuch Art and Care, 
The Sun ſhall find no Entrance there. 


AIR. 


Beneath that Shade, 
When thou art laid; 
Til ſing than Pipe more clear 
That ſoot hin 75 Jeep 
9 7 o'er thee errep; 
And woo Thee thro thine Ear. 


Da Capo. 


Cup. Well haſt thou l gentle Satyr : 
Here be loſt thy Savage Nathre ! 


And 
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And, Shepherds, do ye ever proye 5 
The J 570 of Truth and conſtant et 3 


. 


5 Love ſhall all your Hours employ, 
All your Hours ſhall fill with Foy © 
= Happy, as this pappy Pair, 
Ewv'ry Shepherd, ev'ry Fair ! © 4 
= ..:. 7 . let Love by Truth be guarded * 
PF by Beauty Love rewaraed ! 
| Bu 15 
Myrt. Curry o'er theſe rcurtee Plains | U 
Once again in Triumph reigus: 
Shepherds, tune your wonted Lay 8. 
Chant with gregeful Voice his Praiſe: * 


. n Ge. 
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bk Great Love, to thee our Rites belong ; 
J Thy Name demand the Shepherd's Song; 
Thy Power demands the Shepherd's Knee. 
* Below, Above, 
All, all is L'ovs:s + 
Every 9 15 full o 44 24 Thee. 
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